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"Did Janet make you promise to put God before her?" I asked.
"No, it was I who was always preaching religion. Look how religion
transformed Annie Besant. Mrs. Besant, the secularist, became coarser
and stouter every year, while as a Theosophist she became a teetotaller
and vegetarian and looked quite attractive in her white robes. Annie had
no taste. She bought an umbrella for me: it was so ugly that I wouldn't
be seen at a funeral with it, I returned it to her and she threw it over a
fence in Regents' Park. To tease her I did a drawing of the, field with lots of
little umbrellas coming through."
"You are inclined to ride roughshod over people's feelings," I remarked.
"Well, I had to show the cloven hoof even if it was on the foot that
was in the grave."
G.B.S. had been living with one foot in the grave, on and off, for
more years than I can remember.
He was back again in France, going round the galleries, Charlotte at
his side or more likely far behind, striding from room to room, from
building to building, for they had to see everything there was to be seen
and photograph whatever could be photographed.
"I always made a beeline for the best and left Charlotte behind
breathless. She liked pretty things, mainly water colours, but I looked
for ability. It must have been very trying for her. On the whole, I don't
think she has found me too trying. I have always managed to surround
her with interesting young men who naturally adored her. She is so
unobtrusively thoughtful while I am inclined to ride roughshod over
people's feelings. Granville-Barker and T. E. Lawrence were particular
favourites of hers."
"I hear that Lawrence was so afraid of old age that he deliberately
endangered his life at the height of his powers to lose it."
"He was a strange fellow. He thought that by changing his name to
Shaw, he wouldn't be recognized, Shaw being such a common name.
He refused to grow up and avoided adult interests like religion and
politics and went in for boyish adventures like dressing up as an Arab as
Tolstoy dressed up in peasant garb."
"He had a love and appreciation of modern art."
"Isn't that," G.B.S. asked, "a sign of youth? When I was young I
thought Wagner and Ibsen the last and the best. In fact it was I who put
them on the map, but now I can fit them nicely into their proper places.
The young think only of the strong and the pretty. As an older man I